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ulf I hadn't met you, I might as well be gone back
to jail. I don't know anybody in town and they'd pick
me up in a minute if I went back to the settlement. So I
kept walking the streets and thinking what a fool I was
to have escaped. Suddenly I see Pelagea Nilovna hurrying
along, and off I go after her."
"How did you get out?" asked the mother.
He sat down uneasily on the edge of the couch and
shrugged his shoulders.
"Just chance," he said. "I was out having my airing
when the common criminals began beating their guard.
This guard was once kicked out of the gendarmerie for
stealing—now he spies on everybody and squeals and
doesn't give anybody any peace. So there they were giving
him a beating. Everything topsy-turvy, with guards run-
ning about blowing their whistles. I look up and see that
the gates are open, and out there the square and the
town. I walk over slowly, like in a dream, and when I'm
already a good way down the street I come to my senses
and think, where shall I go? When I looked back, the
gates were closed already."
"Hm," said Yegor. "Why didn't you go back, knock
politely and ask them to take you in—1 beg your par-
don, gentlemen, but I made a little mistake/ "
"Yes," laughed Nikolai, "that's silly, but somehow it
didn't seem right to my comrades, going off like that
without saying anything to anybody. But I keep going.
I met a funeral procession—burying a baby—and joined
it, walking after the coffin with my head down and not
looking at anybody. Then I sat for a while in the
cemetery taking the air, and suddenly a thought struck
me...."
"Only one?" asked Yegor, adding with a sigh, "I don't
suppose it felt very crowded in that head of yours."
Vesovshchikov laughed good-naturedly and shook his
head.
"Oh it's not so empty now as it used to be! But I see
you're still ailing, Yegor Ivanovich."
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